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MR. SHERMAN MAKES SOME PERSONAL REFLECTIONS. 
“Certainly, if.I appear to others as I do to myself, I am without doubt the very biggest man in the country.” 
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PUCK’S PICNIC. 


Puck took a lot of his 
friends down to Coney Island 
the’ other day, for a little 
aquatic picnic. He didn’t 
go to Manhattan Beach, for 
Puck counts a Jew or two 
among his intimate acquain- 
tances; and if Mr. Corbin had insisted upon 
their noses being trimmed down and their hair 
straightened out, it might have cast a gloom 
over the party. So they all went to Brighton 
Beach and took a bath. They had a very jolly 
time, of course, and they came out of the water 
with a glorious appetite for roast clams and 
champagne, and Puck really doesn’t know 
how they felt after it; but he believes, on his 
sacred honor as a good young man, that his 
little blow-out materially increased the general 
demand for plain soda the next day. 

Pucx’s artistic force went along, of course, 
and while all the happy family was disporting 
in the deep, they sat on the beach and sketched 
the moving scene. The result of their labors 
is visible in our centre cartoon. 

It is a work of art that needs no explanation; 
yet we think we may be laying some of the 
more obtuse and ill-informed of our readers 
under an obligation by pointing out to them a 
few of the least-known of the celebrities who 
laved themselves in Puck’s company down at 
the ‘‘ Isle de Clam.” 

Therefore, beginning at the left of the pic- 
ture, let us introduce to you a charming group 
composed of Mr. Henry Bergh, Mr. Whitelaw 
Reid, Mr. Chief Justice Waite and a jackass. 
Mr. Henry Bergh is a brutal villain who tor- 
tures horses for a living. The sanguinary traits 
of this monster will be readily recognized by 
all who have ever heard of him. Mr, White- 
law Reid is a retiring hermit, who used to in- 
habit a tree in Miami, but who now lives up in 
a tall tower. Mr. Waite is a rising young lawyer, 
at present in the Tombs-shyster line of busi- 
ness; but capable of better things. The jack- 
ass is an ordinary jackass, 

Near this little circle will be observed Mr. 











Georgethecountjoannes, Mr, Samuel. Carpen- , town. 





ter and Mr. Thurman. Further on may be 
seen Mr, T. Dewitt Talmage in the act of de- 
livering asermon. Mr. Hendricks, in the near 
background, looks as if he would like to shy 
a stone at the unprotected dorsal of Mr. George 
William Curtis, who stands in a lofty self-ab- 
sorption not to be disturbed by the undigni- 
fied performances of Messrs, Burnside and 
Bayard, on his immediate left. 

The gentleman near the upper R. corner, 
standing a little apart from the young married 
couple, is Mr. John Smith. 

Coming back again to the left hand side, we 
find Mr. Puck himself enjoying the kindly as- 
sistance and protection of Miss Susan B. An- 
thony,:- who is almost a mother to him. Near 
by, Mr. Theodore Tilton and Mr. Fernando 
Wood salute each other before engaging in a 
game of splash. Just behind them, Mr. Charles 
O’Conor timorously deprecates the attentions 
of the chivalrous Mr. Simon Cameron. ‘The 
two gorgeous indivicuals doing a bit of Grzeco- 
Roman wrestling are Messrs. Blaine and Lamar, 
a pair of young politicians known as Damon 
and Pythias on account of their remarkable 
affection for each other. 

It is Mr. George Francis Train and Mr. Sun- 
set Cox who are trying to force Mr. G. W. 
Childs, A. M., into the Briny, and it is Mr. 
Charles A. Dana who is heartlessly aiding them 
from the front. 

Back again to the left, and we see the arctic 
chill of Mr. Charles Francis Adams melting in 
the sunshine of Miss Anna Dickinson’s smile, 
while Mr, Wendell Phillips is looking jealous a 
little behind them. Mr. Phillips is also trying 
to throw water on Miss Dickinson, which is an 
unworthy device of slighted devotion. 

Mr. Samuel J. Tilden is going a flyer over 
the back of Mr. R. B. Hayes. We don’t know 
who these two gentlemen are; but we don’t 
think they are pretty looking, at all. 

Then there are Mr. Carl Schurz and Mr. 
Benjamin F, Butler, and we are very sorry for 
Mr. Carl Schurz. The couple performing the 
“brothers act” in the exact centre of the 
picture are named Conkling and Evarts, and 
we believe they are unimportant politicians. 
Below them floats the sylph-like form of Gene- 
ral U. S. Grant, who was once President, or 
something. 

The uneasy looking person, a little over him 
and to the right, is Mr. Zachariah Chandler. 
This is not Mr. Z, Chandler’s special and par- 
ticular element. 

A gentleman by the name of Beecher is next 
on the list. He is a polite man, and is making 
himself agreeable to Mrs. Cady Stanton, Be- 
hind him, Mr. James Gordon Bennett is teach- 
ing Mr. John Kelly how to play poker, and 
Mr. Kelly looks proportionately sad. The 
weeping individual close at hand is Mr. August 
Belmont. He feels badly because he cannot 
go to Manhattan Beach. 

The cheerful man with the whiskers is Mr. 
W.H. Vanderbilt. He is poor, but happy, 
and he is trying to make things pleasant for 
Mr, Jay Gould. The sprite—the shadow—the 
etherial vision just beyond is Mr. David Davis. 

The aged party on the air-buoy goes by the 
name of Cooper, and makes gloo and _ insti- 
toots. 

The merry-go-round crowd up at the right 
are not Zulus, as you might suppose; but unim- 
portant members of Congress, who have never 
stolen enough to get themselves labeled. 

Oh, yes, Puck’s picnic was a very jolly af- 
fair. Don’t you wish you had been there ? 








A MAN is not necessarily a patriot because he 
has red moustaches and a pale face, and sports 
blue goggles, but none the less he is well worth 
looking at when there are no other circuses in 





Puckerings. 





O Tempora, O more ice! 





YELL if fever comes near you! 





THE thermometer has reached high C, 





Very “Hanpy”—Appleton’s latest volume, 
Money.” 





THE best thing in the long run. Not honesty, 
but a good stout pair of lungs. 





FippteE D. D.—The daily papers call the 
composer of Pinafore Dr. Sullivan. 





ON a recent steamboat excursion refresh- 
ment was procured from a lemon naiad. 





Mr. TILDEN will surely be next President of 
the United States, because the Hera/d says “ it 
can't be.” 





THE Sun privately informs us that it will not 
support Mr. Tilden for the Presidency, as it is 
opposed to a second term. 





WHEN we see the caption ‘ Quick Justice” 
in a Southern exchange we need read no 
further. We know that anether negro has been 
lynched. 





SomE of the fools have gone to the country, 
but quite a number remain in the city and dis- 
tinguish themselves by watch-chains worn out- 
side their coats. 





Ir this weather inconveniences you, you may 
draw diluted consolation from a retrospect of 
that night last January, when a severe cold had 
to be dislodged, and four extra blankets and 
six glasses of hot lemonade couldn’t induce 
perspiration. 





‘*ScRATCH a Russian and you will find a 
Tartar.” Naturally. . You don’t expect a man 
to submit to that pain without protest, do you? 
Scratch us, if you dare, and you'll discover a 
whole regiment of Tartars and a corporal’s 
guard of untamed Zulus thrown in. 





OnE of the most edifying spectacles in the 
operation of the farce we call Law is that of 
eminent medical men testifying just as they are 
paid to testify, and bewildering with a mass of 
polysyllabic jargon and foreign technicalities 
the twelve idiots who have been selected as 
jurymen in a murder trial. 





AT the Brighton Beach concert: 

**You have excellent critical taste and seem 
to delight in good music. Tell me then, my 
friend, why have you never mastered some — 
instrument ?” 

‘ Alas, my dear fellow, my ear is so delicately 
strung, I shrink from the horrible prospect of 
having to hear myself practice.” 





Tue Baroness Burdett-Coutts recently ad- 
vanced $15,000 to be applied to the building 
of an addition to the asylum for the orphans of © 
London policemen. This sees the man with 4 
private graveyard and goes him several better. 
It’s a capital idea which we must not be slow to 
adopt. A six-story building, covering about 
the area of Madison Square Garden, would do 
to begin with, and wings could be added from 
time to time to accommodate the annual crop. — 
Then, when the poor victim of the pitiless club 
lies, a mangled, bloody mass, in the reeking 
gutter, the thought that his darling little ones 


will be given a home may serve to soothe his [7 


dying gasps. 
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THE HERALD’S “PADDLE” AND THE 
“PADDLE” OF SING-SING. 





To the Editor of Puck: 


Sir, 1 am an ex-convict. I was convicted of 
financial operations which were decmed irregu- 
lar. I used to gouge out men’s eyes while I 
robbed them of their valuables, and that, I 
learned, was contrary to law. I am now on 
another lay. I am in Wall Street. 

I write these lines because of the great pub- 
licity recently given to the Paddle, which is 
commonly supposed to be an instrument of 
torture in use in our States Prison. . Many ex- 
convicts, besides myself, can testify that the 
Instrument alluded to is nearly as long asa 
broom, with a blade like the blade of an oar 
punctured with small holes, and in the hands 
of a powerful brute its. effect is appalling. But 
the Hera/d has sent its reporter to interview 
the Warden of Sing-Sing who shows him the 
Paddle which infuriated the convict Barrett, 
and which, says the reporter, ‘‘resembled in 
size and shape the toy spades sold to children 
at Coney Island to dig in the sand with.” 

That settles it. Warden Davis says he must 
have some punishment to strike “error into the 
hearts of the hardened desperadoes under his 
charge, so he terrifies them with a toy shovel. 
He can deprive them of their tobacco; place 
them on half rations and double tasks, but they 
flinch not. He can take away their beds; he 
can confine them in solitary cells, in which no 
ray of light can penetrate, but still these hard- 
ened sinners keep up their dogged contumacy. 
But when he cries ‘‘Biglin, go and get that 
toy sand shovel the children had down at 
Coney ” then the convict wilts. That fetches 
him. 

It may seem strange to you, sir, that so feeble 
an Instrument could strike terror into the heart 
of a big, burly, muscular ruffian. It may ap- 
pear to you that there is a mistake somewhere, 
It certainly seems so to yours truly, who was 
“paddled” once, and who, he is credibly in- 
formed, still bears the marks of the infliction 
upon his body in a kind of tattooing which 
would do credit to Barnum’s man, George Cos- 
tentenus. To be sure from the position in 
which I was placed to be “paddled” I was 
unable to see the Instrument; but I feel sure 
it didn’t resemble any toy shovel ever sold to 
children—unless the children of the land of 
Brobdingnag. It had too much avoirdupois and 

covered too many square feet of spank, as it 
were, 

So, you perceive, I naturally think there is 
a discrepancy between my /ee/ing and the 
Herald man’s seeing. 

When I was in prison the Chaplain lent me a 
book called ‘‘Never Too Late To Mend,” written 
by a man called Charles Reade, who, I am told, 
is a person of great eccentricity of character, 
but remarkably solid as to his facts. In this 
book there is a prison where prisoners are tor- 
tured, and the chaplain, a Mr. Eden, tries to 
have it stopped; but when the Inspectors come, 
the real instruments of torture are hidden from 
sight, and only mild and legal modes of cor- 
rection are exhibited. Finally, Mr. Eden un- 
masks them, and a well-disciplined jail is the 
result. Now, cannot this explain the game 
which the Warden of Sing-Sing played on the 
Herald man? Wasn't the rea/ paddle hidden 
awry in the cell while the Coney Island sand- 
digger was exhibited to the mild young man 
from Broadway and Ann street? And how 
Davis and “Biglin must have laughed when the 
reporter took his departure! In Clinton prison, 
it is stated that Mr. Joseph Coburn is delegated 
to wield the paddle upon his unfortunate fellow- 
convicts. It is probable, therefore, that the 
Clinton paddle does mot resemble a toy-shovel. 








We wish the Hera/d would send a man up there 
to examine and report. 

But if the toy-business is so terrifying to the 
hardened convict, why not use it entirely? No 
more deprivation of tobacco or food or beds; 
no more dark cells, only toy-punishments. 

For insubordination let the convict be com- 
pelled to witness the awful gyrations of a 
jumping-jack; for refusal to work, let him be 
pelted by a “ bean-blower”; for assaulting a 
keeper, make him play with a ‘ Noah’s” Ark 
for a week and correctly distinguish Shem from 
Ham, and the latter from his brother Japhet. 
Then, sir, we could strike terror into the 
hearts of the desperate convicts, and discipline 
could be maintained. 

Hoping your influence will be sufficient to 
bring about this new mode of correction before 
my return to my old quarters, I am, with 
respect, 

RICHARD TURPIN. 








A PLEA FOR THE BLINDED. 


4 E were recently visited by a most 
worthy, but unfortunate man, who 
groped his way into our office, as- 

sisted by a small dog, a piece of string, and a 
cane in a state of perpetual poking motion. 
On his breast he wore a sort of strange device, 
bearing the inscription ‘‘I am blind.” 

Now this man is a most learned man, but 
poor: and after his deep studies he was wont 
to relax his over-laden brain by reading the 
best works of fiction of the day. Being poor 
he couldn’t purchase the dollar-and-a-half edi- 
tions, so he was tain to buy the so-called 
“Library” editions of the same works fora 
dime: the type of which was so small that soon 
this good man became blind—‘stone-blind, 
high gravel blind ’— totally blind. 

Now most of these ‘‘ Library’’ publishers are 
also publishers of what they are pleased to call 
“story” papers. For subscriptions to these 
latter they offer chromos. Why then can’t 
they offer inducements to purchasers of their 
‘‘Libraries”? Puck, always willing to give 
a hint to a neighbor, would suggest to these 
publishers such announcements as: 


SLABSIDED LIBRARY. 
Miss Baddun’s Last Work. 


THE CAREER OF AN INFANT FIEND: 
(And a pair of green goggles). 
Price 10 Cents. 
Or, 
THE OXYDE LIBRARY.—No. 999. 
Fust out! 
THE MURDER OF RATAPLAN, 
BY GABORIAU, 
Double Number, Price 15 Cents. 


(A pair of blue spectacles to every purchaser of this 
Great Work in diamond type.) 
Or, 


THE CROSS-EYED LIBRARY. 
Out to-day ! 
No, IIIL.—Price 10 Cents, 
Seventeen Times Higher than the Moon. 
BY JULES VERNE, 


(Given away, with each number, a Free Pass to the 
Ophthalmic Hospital.) 


By this means the sight of the public—the 
poor public—might be preserved. And any- 
how, if the publishers alluded to don’t take the 
hint we offer them, we believe these few remarks 
will sufficiently affect those who have already 
purchased “ Libraries” to enable them to keep 
their eyes open. 





MR. SHERMAN’S REFLECTIONS. 


jE wish everybody to understand, before 

ayy we begin, that we wouldn’t do or say 

anything to hurt the feelings of Mr. 

John Sherman—not for twenty-seven cents and 
a piece of pie. 

We wouldn't do it, in the first place because 
we look upon him as a great man and a good 
man and a noble man, and lots of things; and 
in the second place because he has got a big 
— who is war-like and not to be trifled 
with, 

Then besides, there is a very fair chance 
that Mr. Sherman may be the next President 
of the Great and Glorious, and we have a 
cousin who is keeping an eye on a post-office 
up in Chemung County. 

Hence it will readily be understood that Mr. 
Sherman must look at the little sketch we pre- 
sent on our front page simply as an offering of 
friendly regard. We have sought only to pre- 
sent the Secretary of the Treasury with a pretty 
little portrait of himself—something~-that he 
can cut out and paste in his hat, or have framed 
and show to his children on holidays, when 
they have been good, and deserve a reward. 
That is all our modest endeavor. 

Yet, stay—it is not all. We would fain killa 
brace of fowls with a single rock. Let us point 
a moral, while we adorn a Secretary of the 
Treasury. 

He may thank us later. 

Mr. Sherman, are you quite sure that the 
pellucid mirror of your mind, to which our 
artist has given a visible form on page 1 of this 
issue—are you sure that this confidential friend 
of your spirit is not something of a false and 
flattering magnifier ? 

Are you sure that you are quite the great 
man that this polished convexity reflects back 
to your delighted retina ? 

You are a great man, of course you are; we 
have been among the first to say it; and when 
that post-office comes round—but never mind 
—you’ve other things on your mind at present, 
and we won’t bother you now. 

Only bend your ear to a gentle hint or two, 

Size yourself. 

Don’t entertain any delusions on the subject. 
Find out your exact fighting-weight before you 
go into the contest, and then you will know 
when to meet the enemy, and when—well, when 
to be discreet. 

Remember, Mr. Sherman, self-confidence is 
good ballast; but bad cargo. Perhaps you are 
carrying rather too heavy a load. 

You are the great financier of resumption, 
undoubtedly; but never forget that it was not 
you who resumed; but the peop/e. You are far 
from an unpopular man; but pray don’t con- 
found ¢ha¢ with positive popularity, You area 
great man; but there have been greater—Alex- 
ander of Macedon and David Davis, for in- 
stance. 

Remember all these little things, Mr. Sher- 
man, as you gaze at your exaggerated present- 
ment in your mental mirror, Remember them! 
It will be much cheaper and much pleasanter 
than to have some other fellow remember them 
for you when the war actually begins. 

There, Mr. Sherman, you have your portrait, 
and something for yourself, into the bargain— 
with our best compliments. 








A Two-TREE beer-garden on Mott Street, 
where the members of the “ finest force” were 
wont to congregate when off duty, and recount 
the day’s clubbing exploits over the foaming 
mug, is being torn down. Perhaps in later 
days the children of the neighborhood will 
point out the spot to some traveler from New 
Jersey, in the familiar lines of Goldsmith, 
slightly perverted: 


‘‘ Near yonder garden, where once the cops smiled.” 
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AN ODE TO THE MOON. 


OW evanescent and marine 
Are thy chaotic upland scenes, 
O ever sublapsarian moon! 
A thousand caravans of light 
Were not more spherically bright, 
Nor ventilated half so soon. 





Methought [ stood upon a cone 
Of solid allopathic stone 

And gazed athwart the breezy skies, 
When lo! from out yon planet sphere 
A vapid, atrabilious tear 

Was shed from pantomimic eyes. 


‘‘Adieu, Miasma,” cried a voice 
At which Aleppo might rejoice, 

So perofoco were its tones. 
«‘Adieu, Miasma; think of me 
Beyond the Antinomian sea 

Which covers my pellucid bones.” 


Again, again my bark is tossed 
Upon the raging holocaust 
Of this acidulated sea; 
While diapasons pouring down 
And lunar caustic join to drown 
My transcendental ¢ efi. 








A GOOD PLAN. 

HERE is a neat, unpretentious, respectable 
advertisement to be found in various po- 
pular and unpopular papers, headed with 

the above title. It is the manifesto of a snap 
stockbroker, on the borders of Wall Street, and 
is made up principally of a lot of recommenda- 
tions of the said “‘stockbroker,” which are sup- 
posed to be the editorial expressions of certain 
journals, principally of the religious variety, 
whose proprietors or managers-are understood 
to guarantee, editorially, not only the good faith 
and business skill of Messrs. —— & Co.; but 
the morality and propriety of the speculation to 
which they invite the public. 

Messrs, —— & Co.’s strong card is apparently 
our esteemed contemporary, the Baptist Weekly, 
which, if it is quoted rightly, has told its sober, 
righteous and godly readers that 


‘* By the combination system, $15 would make $75, or 
5 per cent.; $50 pays $350, or 7 per cent.; $100 makes 
$1000, or 10 per cent. on the stock during the month, 
according to;the market.” 


Which is very nice in the Baptist Weekly, if 
the B. W.ever said so. And we have no means 
of knowing whether it ever did soorno. All 
we can say is that, in all the time that this ad- 
vertisement has been before the public, we have 
never heard that the Baptist Weekly disowned 
the utterance attributed to it. And it seems to 
us, as simple laymen, as poor plain folk who in 
no ways arrogate to ourselves the right of judg- 
ment in spiritual questions of conduct, that it 
was the Baptist Weekly’s business, if it did not 
say what Messrs. —— & Co. say it said, to 
come out promptly and set the public right. 
Then the Baptist Weekly is presumably a reli- 
gious organ, and inferentially a moral censor, 
Acting in that capacity, there would be a cer- 
tain degree of inconsistency in its commenda- 
tion, direct or implied, of an enterprise which, 
however refined and scientific in style, however 
sweet-smelling in the nostrils of the world, is 
nothing better than good, plain, straight-for- 
ward, old-fashioned gambling. Nothing better, 
and rather worse, by the element of hypocrisy 
that is in it. There is a good deal less harm in 
a square game of poker on a Mississippi steam- 
boat deck than there is in the business out of 
which Messrs. —— & Co. make their little 
percentages. In the game of poker a man may 
become a gambler; but he doesn’t make a 








humbug of himself. ‘He knows just what he is 
doing; and if he is reputed a fair shot, he can 
probably keep a general idea of what that 
other man is doing. He knows that he is stak- 
ing his own money on a chance, in order to 
get some other fellow’s money. That is the 
understanding on which all the players go in. 
The only question of morality involved in the 
whole affair is the primary question: is it 
manly to take money for which one has given 
no equivalent; or right to hazard money on 
contingencies which you cannot control ? 

And this is a question to which Religion 
has chosen to answer: No! Gambling is rele- 
gated to the limbo of the sins that once were 
seven and now are countless, The unconverted 
gambler does not occupy a front pew in church; 
or, if he does, he has to pay extra rates for it. In 
but very few prayer-meetings are the intervals 
between the spasms of exaltation beguiled by 
the cheery euchre; the decorous whist, or 
the enlivening high-low- Jack -and -the-game. 
A pastor who habitually carries a full deck— 
especially a deck of the frigid style—in his 
coat-tail pocket, is rarely an object of rever- 
ence to the community at large. 

And surely, if the simple and comparatively 
creditable games which we have mentioned are 
forced to hide themselves in social hoies-and- 
corners and to drag out a miserable existence 
under the ban of the Church, with how much 
more vigor should the anathema of that insti- 
tution descend upon the head of a man who 
seeks to inveigle his needy fellow-creatures into 
playing a game where the cards are always 
stacked; where the knaves are real knaves; 
where the stakes are not money alone; but re- 
putation and honor. 

Yet the Baptist Weekly lets a stock specu- 
lator claim its moral support, and breathes no 
word of denial. 

But, it may be, the man whose religious taste 
runs to sprinkling will say: ‘‘ That is only the 
laxity of the Baptist faith, superinduced by a 
superfluity of water. We don’t do that sort of 
thing.” 

It seems, however, that ‘“‘we”’ do. For hear 
also what our other Esteemed and Revered 
Contemporary, the /ndependent—always provid- 
ing that it is not misrepresented—says: 


‘‘The combination system is founded upon correct 
business principles; and no person need be without an 
income while it is kept working by Messrs. 
& Co.” 





We say nothing, of course, about the com- 
mendations of the Brooklyn /ourna/, whose 
editor has been there to the extent of $20, and 
of Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper, which 
thinks, perhaps for a similar reason, that the 
‘combination system ”’ is ‘* the most successful 
ever adopted.” ‘These are mere lay papers, 
and are not supposed to know anything about 
the principles of right and wrong, of morality 
and propriety, which it is the special province 
of the religious press to lay down. 

But we are surprised, really surprised, and a 
little shocked, at the behavior of our friends 
the Baptist Weekly and the Jndependent. If 
there is one thing that can’t afford to be incon- 
sistent, it is true religion, And, if the aforesaid 
papers have done what Messrs. & Co. 
want us to believe they have done, one of 
two things we are forced to believe—either that 
stock-gambling on the “combination principle” 
is a holy exception to the usual cussedness of 
the business, ‘or that there is something the 
matter with our two Esteemed Contemporaries’ 
religion. 

In either case, we want to be fully satisfied; 
and we hereby respectfully inform them that 
our columns are open to them; and that to 
make a full and fair explanation—nothing tech- 
nical or theological—but something clear to 
the common mind, would be “a good plan.” 








PUCK’S HISTORY OF OFRELAND, 


(Compiled from the Posthumous Notes of the late Pro- 
fessor Dennis McBallywhack of Maynooth.) 


CHAPTER XXXI. 


Note — LIMERICK — THE HISTORIAN APOLO- 
GIZES FOR BORROWED THUNDER—THE Linm- 
ERICK GIRLS -SOME REMARKS—REFERENCES 
TO CELEBRATED OIRISH HISTORIANS. 


What is the use of a History widout foot- 
notes, and marginal references and all that? 
Nothing. We will therefore put a sub-capital 
note before this chapter as follows: 


Note to page 41144. It has been complained that we 
don’t tell of the rows and ructions of Fiad-Chucha and 
Ollamh-Fodhla, Dealbha-Lingh Mickeagh MacGou- 
ghean and other ancient Oirish foighters and patriots. 
But we did not propose to go into those old ancient 
times. When O’Noah took his three sons, Shamus, 
Hamus and B. Jabers into his ark, along with the pigs, 
the rest of the Oirish race was extinct, from McAdam 
down. We only commence from the days after O’Noah, 
and annybody that wants to hear. about Gol Mac-Morna, © 
or Meibhe-Cruachna may buy a stupid History bound in 
blue velvet for $15, and wade through its 1002 pages, 
We are trying to straighten out Oirish History so some- 
body can understand it. 











*€O, Limerick is beautiful 
As ivveribody knows.” 

We now proceed ‘to the Siege of Limerick. 
Limerick lies on the south-west corner of the 
river Suir—it is celebrated for its cathedral, 
its pigs, its praties and its pretty gurruls—but 
we forbear, and confess that the above lines 
wern filched from the lecture of an Oirish pan- 
orama—the Hibernicuss, we believe. 

In the year 1624—or 4261, the records are 
uncertain upon this point— Limerick was be- 
sieged. The town was then filled with pretty 
girls, and was naturally the object of an Oirish 
raid. I commanded the attacking forces, but 
being, as an Oirish gentleman should be, some- 
what in debt, I ashumed the name of Patrick 
Sarsfield after the celebrated Gilmore of Coney 
Island. Yez have heard of me before. My 
right was supported by John, the Count Jack- 
asses, and the rear was brought up the brilliant 
Tealmeagh. At sight of us all the Limerick 
girls fled—except one. They looked upon us, 
I say, and fled. Fled is no word for it. Would 
that I could express their rapid exit in me na- 
tive Oirish. But they scuttled away to New 
York, and became the mothers of half the 
rale ould Knickerbockers of this city. But 
one remained. Her name was Helen O’Troy. 
She was as foine a young gurrul as ever you 
saw; with a foot larger and redder than ever 
mortal female wore. History would place her 
in Greece or Italy, or some of thim foreign 
parts, But you know what history is—except 
this. Iwas the man that won her. And al- 
though the Oirish may be said to have defeated 
the invadhers, it was only in the Oirish fashion 
—by running away. 

And here the Historian is reminded that his 
dates and facts appear to be somewhat mixed. 
But when one writes a history of that great 
nation it is natural that one should be mixed. 
Nine of our collaborators, in searching through 
the average Oirish Histories for something like 
facts, have gone mad. Happily we have been 
able thus far only to keep ourselves to absolute 
and easily proven facts. 

In O’Halloran’s History ( Virtue & Co., 1845,) 
it is stated that the ladies of Limerick did all 
the foightin. This is not true. They merely 
became the great-great-grandmothers of future 
female foighters. The tenement houses of New 
York bear us out in this statement; and we can 
refer to Harrigan and Hart, or to Scanlan and 
Cronin, whose efforts in developing the Oirish 
character are worthy of all praise. 

Insula sanctorum, The Island of Saints! We 
next proceed to record what a howly people the 
Oirisk. are. 
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JOHNNY'S LITLE JOKE 


A TERRIBLE TALE OF A 
VERY BAD BOY. 





SHOWING THAT IN THIS WORLD VICE IS 
INVARIABLY PUNISHED, AND VIRTUE 
ALSO, VERY FREQUENTLY. 





THAT GUNPOWDER IS AN UNHEALTHY THING 
FOR SMALL Boys, AND SHOULD RARELY 
BE PLACED UNDER BEDs. 





THAT BOYS WILL BE BOYS, 
AND 
THAT JOHNNY’S FATHER HAS HADA 
TEMPERANCE LESSON. 
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He barters scrap-iron for gold, and therewith 
buys a keg of powder, 
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Which ke takes home and rolls under the 
paternal bed. 



































Till the old gentleman comes home—quite in 
his usual lively style. 
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And falls upon his couch, 





























And retires into his hiding-place to watch 





the effect, 





Which comes in due course of time. 


N.B.—What is left of Johnny has joined a 


Sunday-school. 









































PUCK. 





PAPA IS LEFT TO TAKE CARE OF BABY: 
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And this is the way he did it. 








THE 


SAVANNAH BENEVOLENT ASSOCIATION, 


N a stray paragraph, we have, during the 
last two or three months, occasionally 
referred to the worthy society of philan- 

thropists known as the Savannah Benevolent 
Association, in Savannah, Georgia. 

We hinted that we, guardian angels as we 
are of all that is good, beautiful and charitable, 
should make it our business to keep our right 
optic on the proceedings of an organization 
formed for the laudable object of relieving the 
needy and afflicted when Yellow Jack wraps 
his victims in his jaundiced embrace. It isa 
labor of love with us, and, with the kind per- 
mission of the Savannah Benevolent Associa- 
tion, we shall have a few words to say on its 
policy, which will doubtless be as acceptable to 
its members as to the public generally. 

For some time past all kinds of funny rumors 
have reached us as to the odd manner the 
S. B.A. has of keeping its accounts. It was not 
stated whether it was by single, double or 
treble entry, or no entry at all; but it was 
gently intimated that it was not on such a sys- 
tem as to qualify the officers of the Association 
for successful secretaries of the U. S. ‘Treasury 
or presidents cr cashiers of banks. Although, 
by the way, unless we are grievously misin- 
formed, the officers in question might have very 
well suited some kinds of monetary institutions. 

Although Puck is always ready to chival- 
rously tilt in behalf of the right against the 
wrong he does not very clearly see why the re- 

sponsibility of unveiling the arcana of the 
S. B. A. should have been thrown on his 
vigorous though youthful shoulders. Local 
agitation and thorough investigation would 
have been the Correct Ki-bosh. 

But as it is very evident that the apparently 
murky atmosphere of the Society permeates 
the entire community of Savannah, perhaps, 
after all, it were better that the impartial dis- 
cussion of the question at issue should be be- 
gun in the purer air of New York, under the 
Puck Electric Light, as it were. 

And it isn’t such a very complicated question, 
after all. Why, it’s as easy as rolling off a log. 
What complication there is appears, from our 
ex parte ideas on the subject, to have arisen 
solely from the objection of the Society to 








answer a few simple and pertinent, or what it 
may consider impertinent, questions. 

The S. B. A. persistently refuses to answer 
in the way that would make Puck’s heart re- 
joice. But President A. wants to know what 
in thunder any citizen means by asking what 
the S. B. A. does with its funds. Treasurer B. 
weeps at the thought of anybody questioning 
his integrity. Alderman This, Ex-Mayor That 
and Director The Other deplore the depravity 
of human nature in thinking for a single in- 
stant that the S. B. A. could by any possibility 
make a mistake. 

Now we should be very sorry to say that the 
members of the Association were not as pure 
as the driven snow and eligible candidates for 
apotheosis on an early date; but we wish to re- 
mark that their attitude, judged of course by a 
strictly mundane standard, is not up to the 
mark, ‘They protest a little too much. They 
protest and they give us no satisfaction. They 
don’t tell us in what manner they have disposed 
of the large sums of money that have passed 
through their hands. They don’t tell us how 
much they had left over in 1854—although 
thousand -tongued rumor says it was some 
$40,000, which would have amounted, in 1876, 
to a prodigious sum. Strange to say—and we 
are again indebted to rumor for the informa- 
tion—all the S. B. A. could muster that year, 
when the fever broke out again, was $16,000. 
They tell us literally nothing, except that they 
= honest men, and wish us to take their word 
or it. 

This we will do with pleasure so soon as they 
send that balance-sheet along, that all contri- 
butors may learn to what good purpose their 
money has been devoted. Honesty and balance- 
sheets are capital things in combination. 

Yes, we want to know how much at this mo- 
ment the S. B.A.has in hand. We want to know 
what system it pursues in administering relief, 
and if it be true that it pays favorite physicians 
exorbitant fees for doing little or nothing. 

Some information as to the phenomenal pros- 
perity of some of the members of the Associa- 
tion would also be acceptable. 

Yellow fever is a very terrible thing, and it 
is fortunate that Savannah, with its Benevolent 
Association, is so well fixed to battle against it. 

The only thing wanting to complete the effi- 
ciency of the S. B.A. is that exhaustive balance- 
sheet which Puck anxiously awaits. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA, 


———— 


XCIX. 
HIS YACHT CRUISE, 


Ya-as, I have an 
ideah that when I 
last wote I thrweat- 
ened to descwibe 
the fellaws and f-f-fe- 
male cweatures who 
compwised the visit- 
ahs aboard this 
yacht, Xarwifa. 

Aw suppose I must 
do it; but I’m sorwy 
I pwomised, faw it is a beastly baw. 

I’m wathah enjoying the cwuise, although I 
can’t verwy well wemembah the differwent we- 
sorts we have temporwarwily sojourned at. 

There is a fellaw called Wice, with his aw 
wife. She is a much nicer fellaw than he—that 
is to say, I am pwedisposed in her favah. He 
has some pwetensions to literwarwy ability, has 
been to Eurwope, talks a gweat deal about 
Gweat Bwitain, and pwofesses not to like any- 
thing Amerwican. 

‘Aw Mr. Fitznoodle,” he wemarked, ‘‘when I 
was in Warwickshire I have fwequently heard 
of the historwic gwandeur of your illustwious 
wace.” 

‘‘Aw,” I weplied. 

‘* Ya-as,” he continued, “ I wondah you can 
endure wemaining in this verwy inferwiah 
countwy for so long a perwiod. I suppose you 
are desirwous of studying the mannahs and 
customs of a people who are endeavorwing to 
emerge fwom barbarwism.” 

“Aw,” I observed. But I thought it wemark- 
ably stwange that a Wepublican Amerwican 
should expwess himself with wegard to his na- 
tive land in such an extwaordinarwy mannah. 
I wondah if he thinks Jack and I have any 
gweatah wespect for him because he wuns 
down his own countwymen? 

Mrs. Wice diffahs widely fwom her aw hus- 
band. She apparwently pwides herself on be- 





ing born in Amerwica—perhaps, as I am in- 


formed, because she is of poor but wespectable 
parwentage. Her pwogenitors subsequently 
managed to accumulate a pwodigious numbah 
of gweenbacks, silvah and othah descwiptions 
of pwecious metal, and then, of course, the 
childwen, as is often the case, became wespect- 
able, and consequently pwesumably arwisto- 
cwatic. This couple pass mustah verwy well. 

Then there is a young fellaw—extwemely 
young. His name is—I aw forget—but he has 
a bwothah to whom he bears a wemarkable we- 
semblance. I think they must be twiplets, or 
twins, or Something of that sort. They have 
a fai-ah tailah, and, I have no doubt, pwove 
good customahs, as this tailah does his best to 
make them look like Englishmen, with a moder- 
wate degwee of success, I have wun acwoss 
them occasionally in New York, and in one or 
two instances I patwonized them by carwying 
on a few words of conversation. 

I’m afwaid that I shall be unable, in this 
scwawl, to give a descwiption of the othah peo- 
ple aboard this quite wespectable cwaft. Aw 
shall be undah the necessity of deferwing it 
until a fuchah perwiod—perhaps next week. 
There is a vast numbah of things it is abso- 
lutely necessarwy I should have something to 
say about. 

Aw I want to cwiticize the conversation, the 
mannahs and the peculiarwities of the visitahs, 
and how Jack and I twy to while away the al- 
most wearwy hours with people who certainly 
would not be in our set if we were in Gweat 
Bwitain. 

I wish to speak about the daily woutine 
aboard; what we do, and the places we have 
the pwivilege of gazing upon, et czeterwa, aw. 
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OUT OF HIS OWN MOUTH. 


E was a burglar stout and strong, 
Who held “¢ It surely can’t be wrong 
To open trunks and rifle shelves, 
For ‘God helps those who help themselves.’ ” 





But when before the court he came 

And boldly rose to plead the same, 

The Judge replied: That’s very true: 

You've helped yourself—now God help you!” 
Jos CasE. 


“WHOSE SKULLS ARE THOSE ?" 


JRoroxs an exhibit of mummified speci- 








mens in the Peruvian department was a 

long row of human skulls of a rusty 
tobacco-color and hideous beyond description. 
These jovial Tom Taylor and myself were 
examining when we were approached by a tall, 
awkward, middle-aged man of rural aspect and 
demeanor, who drawlingly inquired: 

“Whose skulls are those ?”’ 

Checking an overpowering inclination to 
smile, I withdrew a few paces, leaving the 
querist to be instructed by Tom, who never 
failed to cram information into the head of 
every victim that chanced to get into his net. 
Tom eyed the stranger a moment, then, smiling 
blandly, he seized and vigorously shook that 
individual’s hand, and reeled off the following: 

‘‘ My friend, I thank you; I do, indeed; you, 
sir, are the first person of the surging multi- 
tudes who have inspected my matchless collec- 
tion of specimens that has manifested enough 
interest in the divine science of craniology to 
ask so intelligent a question as yours, Certainly 
I will tell you ‘whose skulls are those.’ To begin 
with, you see that skull with the shovel-shaped 
lower jaw, the broad posterior base, and the 
left temporal bone crushed in. Well, you might 
think that that osseous dome was once the 
mortal’ abode of a Sunday-school supetin- 
tendent, upon whose head some pugnacious 
pupil had tossed an iron-clad Bible—but it 
isn’t. The heroic spirit that tenanted that skull 
was Tom Higher’s, a son of positive John 
High; and the father of superlative Timothy 
Highest. You've heardof Tom? What! no? 
Well, he was a great American gladiator, a 
king among the short necks—a man of steel 
nerves, adamantine muscles, and the wind and 
grit of a Sixth Ward bull-dog. Oh, but he was 
a daisy! Why, my friend, that man could whip 
a jungle-full of Bengal tigers, he could crush 
the vitality out of a regiment of Spartans; he 
could—pshaw! do you believe it, the last man 
that was hit by his right bower was knocked 
clean off the continent, and the fishes fought 
over his fragments for miles along the Jersey 
coast. His tenacity of life was remarkable; 
scores of times he was shot and stabbed; rail- 
road trains ran over him on several occasions; 
twice did steamboat explosions elevate him 
above Gilroy’s kite, and only after a tall fac- 
tory chimney blew down on him did he throw 
up the sponge. As an immortai hero he is only 
second to Washington. 

‘“‘ Now examine that noddle next to Tom’s— 
that one with the big bumps of self-esteem and 
approbativeness. That brain-box, my astute 
friend, contained the spirit of no less a per- 
sonage than Daniel Pratt, the Great American 
Traveller, and Perpetual Candidate for the 
Presidency. He was a wonderful man, a per- 
fect marvel. You've heard of Aim, surely. Yes? 
I knew you had; everybody has. Well, sir, 
every word of Webster’s Unabridged lay upon 
the shelves of that man’s brain, and his tongue 
could spin out words of eleven syllables as 
easily as his throat could take in distillery 
extracts. Daniel was a hobgoblin to editors; 


oh, but he was a positive terror to editors. Just 
































These are the social differences which make socialists of the canine low classes. 





as soon as he’d reach a town, he’d make a bee- 
line for the newspaper offices, climb upstairs, 
burst into the editorial dens, and, after shaking 
hands ali around, he’d inflict some such torture 
asthis: ‘ Boys, positively electrified with felicity 
to greet you; hope I find you sanitarily correct. 
Put it in your paper, right over your leader; 
put it in big type—pica or great primer; tell 
the people—tell them that the Honorable 
Daniel Pratt, LL.D., F.R.S., A.S.S., has dig- 
nified the city with his supereminent presence 
and imposing ponderosity. Tell the people 
that he still proudly and unqualifiedly yields to 
the magnanimous and universal solicitations, 
and accepts with all the glowing grandiloquence 
of language the sublime nomination that shall 
ultimately incarcerate him in the White House.’ 
Daniel Pratt, my rural friend, met an agonizing 
death. A secret committee of editors betrayed 
him into the hands of a band of drunken Sioux 
Indians, who set him up for a target until he 
was so full of lead and indignation that he 
couldn’t speak, and he died of a broken heart. 
‘¢ Examine that coffee-colored cranium: that, 
sir, contained the spirit of a renowned ancient 
philosopher—Diogenes, That skull is more than 
two thousand years old. Diogenes is the man 
that went out one night with a kerosene lamp 
looking for you and me—looking for honest 
men; but you and I being on est men of 
another country at that time, he didn’t find us. 
Diogenes is the man that Susan B. Anthony en- 
countered in a grove near Corinth, in Greece, 
mending his tub. When he pluckily told Susan 
to get out of his sunshine she admired his style, 
ari turning to Zach Chandler, uttered these 
immortal words: ‘If it were not that I am Susan 
B; Anthony, I would be Diogenes.’ He lived in 
a tub, one borrowed of his washerwoman, and 
at ninety died of tub-ercular consumption. 
Ever heard of Jack Sheppard? No?’ Is it 
possible? Well, there’s his skull. It’s a little 
rusty and worm-eaten, but worth a mint of 
money for all that. Jack Sheppard, my saga- 
cious auditor, was a gentleman of the road, 
and an expert cracksman. He used to ride a 
spirited horse up and down the highways cen- 
tering in London. It was a pleasant pastime 
of his to stop stage-coaches, cram the windows 
full of pistols, and then generously offer to give 
the passengers their brains for their money and 
jewels. He led a jolly, rollicking life, the use- 


‘fulness of which met with a serious check—he 


was persuaded to try on a hempen cravat at 
Tyburn. 

“« Here’s the skull of a hotel-clerk; that one 
with the overgrown cheek-bones. That skull, 
most venerable Chimpanzee, contained a majes- 
tic soul. On the breast of that imposing per- 
sonage once reposed a snow-white shirt-basom. 





upon which a large diamond shone and scintil- 





lated with transplendent dazzle. That dia- 
mond struck with irrepressible awe nearly 
everybody who approached it. It was a gem 
of the first water—dish-water—~- + was a wor- 
thy mate of the famous Kohir ur. Yet that 
hotel-clerk was not happy. He languished 
and died, because some short-sighted mortal 
wouldn’t recognize his greatness and cringe be- 
fore him. His heirs wrangled over the dia- 
mond, but finally settled the matter by letting 
their uncle have it for seventy-five cents. 

‘* Draw closer and examine that bony globe 
with the upper hemisphere crushed in. Notice 
the enormous bumps of destructiveness just 
above the aural cavities. That fellow was a 
baggageman at Arcadia, on the Paradise and 
Utopia R. R. His name was Smasher. Oh! 
but he died an awful, a horrible death! A man 
whose trunk Smasher juggled with, and the 
contents of which were mussed and mangled 
into a hash of bewildering complexity, invited 
him to go down to Captain Keel’s ship-yard 
to see an improved pile-driver. Now Smasher 
had never seen a pile-driver, and the man, 
taking advantage of his ignorance, enticed him 
under the twenty-four hundred pound ram, 
when, by pulling a rope, the ram descended, 
and Smasher—poor Smasher —was driven nine 
feet into théclay. Was the man arrested? Of 
course he was; but-the magistrate, learning the 
motive for the deed, pronounced ._.it/no crime, 
and dismissed the prisoner with magisterial 
thanks, panegyrics and a medal. 

“‘There’s dozens of other top-pieces here, 
my esthetic troglodyte, and I’d like to touch 
upon them all. I'd like to show you Old Dan 
Tucker's, Captain Jack’s, Tam O’Shanter’s 
Don Quixote’s, Billy Patterson’s and many 
others; but life is short, and I have an engage- 
ment with Dom Pedro in—let me see—just 
twenty minutes. Good day, sir.” 

Half an hour later we drifted in sight of that 
same case, and that same rustic, stuffed almost 
to suffocation, was staring,open-eyed and open- 
mouth; at those ancient ruins of a forgotten 
race. Jay GILBERT. 








A wriTER in Casse/l’s Magazine anxiously . 
inquires: ‘‘Are empty houses dangerous?’ 
That depends. An empty house has never 
been known to club an inoffensive citizen; nor 
has one, so far as our recollection serves us, 
ever been charged with murder, bigamy, versi- 
fying, or participating in a six-days’ walk; but 
a highly esteemed friend assures us that they 
are the most abominable of abominations; that 
they hold high carnival among blasted hopes 
and fair promises wrecked, and ring the dark 
curtain of bankruptcy down on the brightest 
scenes, He runs a theatre. 
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SERENADE. 


WakE, lady, wake, my Kibosh waits 
With restless wing at the bobo gates; 
Come, fly with me to the Chickemagin, 
To the tangled brakes of the Toorlakin; 
Where the Lulgul yearns for thy presence fair, 
And the Gujob toys with the fitful air, 
While the Lobang bends its lordly head 
To the Loupanloop and the gotobed, 
And the tooralaloos their perfumed breath 
Yield up in a delicate dudong death, 
There, there we'll build our Kissamaree 
From bobtails and budmudgers free, 
While time rolls on and love’s fond fire 
Burns—Ah! (Xer-swash/) Ha! ha! THY SIRE! 
. * 
~ One wild, wild aletiatanc crashing fall: 
Then silence reigning over all. 
-* * 
* 
Oh, waiting Kibosh—Guyob coy— 
No more you'll greet the minstrel boy; 
Well may the shuddering Lobang droop, 
And sighs consume the Loupanloop. 
Dead!—dead!—he lies in all his pride, 
A BLOOD-STAINED BOOT-JACK BY HIS SIDE. 
E. C, H. 








FRENCH FLATS. 


ip ATRIOTIC Philadelphians and some for- 
. eigners have often called New York a 

city of boarding-houses, and perhaps, 
until a few years ago, they were right. Every- 
body in moderate circumstances had, at one 
time, to be subjected to the demoralizing influ- 
ences of a boarding-house, and probably find 
a wife and bring up his children there. 

Such a system was not calculated to improve 
the tone of ordinary middle-class society, and 
as a matter of fact, it didn’t. 

But what was the man of moderate means to 
do? He couldn’t, unless he were a rising al- 
derman or plumber, take a mansion on Fifth 
Avenue—or on any other street, for that mat- 
ter—so he was compelled to surrender himself 
to the tender mercies of a scrawny landlady 
and her hash; and to imagine that if he fed 
with a lot of other people he was “‘ at home.” 

The Fates had conspired against his comfort, 
and the geology and the awkward shape of Man- 
hattan Island had been useful allies in the bus- 
iness. er 

But a change came o’er the spirit of the 
dream. The average citizen needs no longer a 
boarding-house for his family, for he can take 
a flat for from thirty or forty dollars a month 
to an unknown quantity of dollars. 

But he then, very often, figuratively speaking, 
gets out of the boarding house frying-pan into 
the flat fire. 

Look at the flats with high-sounding English 
names, which now stud the city. They cer- 
tainly have a very imposing appearance—al- 
though they not infrequently resemble a cross 
between a thin and lofty jail and a lunatic 
asylum in the Elizabethan style. The mode- 
rate-means man has to make the best of it, per- 
haps, on the fifth floor. 

What if there isn’t room to swing a cat, and 
darkness is made visible in the bath-room 
through a square inch of window? What if 
the bath-tub is not built for a man over five 
feet six, and the would-be bather measures six 
feet in his stockings? What if the Milesian 
maid of all-work has to practise the latest feats 
in gymnastics to wait on the flat family when 
they are at dinner in the not particularly spa- 
cious dining room? Has not the average citi- 
zen a domain of his own? 

True, it is limited, and a strong smell of din- 
ner may eternally pervade the premises, but he 
is practically monarch of all he surveys; and 


“morous works of a similar character. 





the sense of independence covers a-multitude 
of inconveniences, even though each Biddy on 
every floor is calling out in chorus some neces- 
sary domestic instructions to the janitor, who 
responds in the loudest and gruffest of tones. 

Flats are, after all, an unavoidable evil, 
and although we wouldn’t advise a millionaire 
as a rule to live on them, we think they lay 
over the boarding house a very long way. 








LITERARY NOTES. 





Another edition of ‘‘ Major Jones’s Court- 
ship” is about being published by Messrs. T. B. 
Peterson & Brothers, Phila., Pa. The work is 
certainly an entertaining one, and, after a lapse 
of thirty years, holds its own nobly against hu- 
The new 
edition is to be profusely illustrated, and will 
contain much new matter. 

An extraordinary production, entitled ‘‘Dic- 
tator Grant, or the Overthrow of the Republic 
in 1880,” has been knocking about our literary 
editor’s desk for the past three or four weeks. 
A Mr. Samuel Leavitt is the author. We have 
not had the courage to tackle the book, and 
from looking at one or two chapters, and glanc- 
ing at the illustrations, we don’t think even 
these will have the effect of inducing us to ex- 
amine it further. 








Answers for the Anrions. 





HASELTINE.—She has called forth another. 


J. O. E.—Thanks for your polite hint, But we are in 
the habit of ‘‘ letting up ” and letting down according to 
our own private rules; and we require very little outside 
assistance. When we do, we shall apply to you. For 
the rest of your communication, look elsewhere. 


TURNERELLI, Dayton, O.—We don’t care, as a rule, 
to decide such delicate questions in social etiquette as 
that you have propounded to us. They are too evanes- 
cent, too subtle, too hard to grapple with. They tire us 
out. But we think we are safe in saying that, whatever 
may be the custom among the aristocracy of Dayton, it 
is scarcely good form for a gentleman to appear at a 
fancy dress ball in the character of an earthquake, and, in 
pursuance of his personation, to roll on the floor and try 
to upset the musicians. A man who wonld do this lacks 
reserve. 


A. C; Dunn.—We must frankly confess that we don’t 
fully understand your letter. So we reprint it, that our 
readers may have a chance to guess,its hidden sig- 
nificance. We trust—we sincerely: latin so doing 
we are not revealing any. sactéd.seCrets of your soul. 

Gents—I am taking out a Copy Right for the most wonderfull 
pair of Telescope Specktatles that you ever Sane or Heard of; By 
the use of them I havé been enabled to get a piep at the Wife of 
man in moon, Sun th€ Comet Tail and all. Like the Old Barons 
Gun they will Turn any Circle. See through Bricks find out 
Tricks, &c. Some grand Carricatures can be made out of this. 
Especially when some Day Grandfathers Glasses get mislaid what 


a time will be there. The Copy Right is for sale to the Highest 


Bidder. please address 
AC Dorn 
’ ~~. 345 8th Av City: 


NB—I. am getting a Design for another vety grand picture 
Cant be Beat. Yours ACD. 

It rejoices our heart to know, Mr, Dunn, that you are 
taking out a copyright, and we hope that the copyright’s 
mother knows that you are introducing it into the giddy 
world. We feel sure that your ‘telescope spectacles ” 
will be a success, and nothing would delight us more 
than to make ‘“‘some grand carricatures” out of them, 
only that we are not, just at this present moment, making 
caricatures with two rs. We agree with you that when 
grandfather’s glasses are mislaid there will be ‘a time.” 
Still, in spite of this original and interesting observation, 
we feel constrained to recommend to you that you pur« 
chase a little gymnastic apparatus—some simple device 
that will enable you to take a tumble to yourself. 





THE NEW WATERING-PLACE, 


[Puck’s CoRRESPONDENCE. ] 
NEw AMSTERDAM, Aug. 4th, 1879, 

SIncE last writing there has been one con- 
tinuous round of uninterrupted gaiety at this 
lovely spot. It would be a matter of the great- 
est difficulty to describe fully the innumerable 
modes of enjoyment that have been adopted 
by our hosts of visitors and residents. New 
Amsterdam has always been fairly patronized 
by a large number of people as a sort of Winter 
residence; but in summer it has, until the pre- 
sent season, been practically ignored as a water- 
ing-place. 

It is very gratifying to note the change, but 
it is not surprising when one takes into consid- 
eration the enormous variety of natural and 
artificial attractions of which it can boast. 

An event which has created some excitement 
in the community is the resolution of a Mr. 
Levi Cohen, who is the proprietor of the lead- 
ing hotel at the Beach, not to admit to the 
privileges of his house and grounds Irishmen of 
any description. Mr. Cohen stated to a reporter 
of the New York Season that he did not like 
Irishmen on principle. They came down to 
his hotel in frieze coats, with shillelaghs in their 
hands, broke one anothers heads, spilt the 
blood over the place, much to the disgust of 
Mr. Cohen’s German and Jewish guests, who 
did not at all enjoy such fun. One Irishman 
would order a glass of whiskey, pour it into a 
tub, fill the tub with water, which they would 
carry in buckets on to the piazza, slopping the 
water all over the place. He would then call 
all his Irish friends round him, and these fel- 
lows would sit there for hours ladling out and 
drinking this vile mixture of salt-water and 
whiskey. Perhaps a hundred fellow-countrymen 
would thus be entertained by one Irishman, 
who had paid fifteen cents for the drink. 

He naturally objected to this style of thing, 
and didn’t want this class of people to come. 
True, there were nice Irishmen, but he only 
knew one white Irishman and he was an 
American of German parentage. 

Irishmen are naturally very indignant at this 
slur on their race, and it is feared that, unless 
Mr. Cohen apologizes, the whole Irish popula- 
tion will return to their native land, much to 
the regret of the great American people. 

Many visitors having shown a disposition to 
spend some of their time in the neighboring 
village of Brook Lynn—a bridge is to be con- 
structed across East Creek to facilitate travel 
thither; in the meantime a small and struggling 
company is running two or three ferry-boats 
and carry passengers at from one to two cents 
a head. It is very unlikely, however, that 
Brook Lynn village will ever supersede New 
Amsterdam as a watering-place. 

The celebrated Broadroad Two-in-Hand 
Club had a grand parade yesterday. The 
turn-out was very fine, and the muster so large 
that it was found necessary to form the coaches 
into four or five divisions. Mr. Mickey Free 
headed the Fifth Avenue division in very fine 





‘| lawn shirt-sleeves and a Smith umbrella over his 


head. His coach was dark-blue, with handsome 
paintings on the panels. His team consisted of 
a well-matched gray and roan, just a trifle shaky 


on the legs. There were no ladies on the roof, 


The other equipage that calls for special notice 
was that of Mr. Larry Doolan. ‘The color of 
his coach was a rich white. Mr. Doolan dis- 
pensed with an umbrella and gloves. The 
several friends who accompanied him in the 
parade paid five cents for the privilege, thereby 
following the custom of feeing the guard, as, 
we are told, is usual in the Four-in-Hand Club 
in New York City. 

In my next I hope to give you even more 
interesting information of what is going on in 
New Amsterdam. GoTeM. 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 


WRITTEN EXFRESSLY FOR PUCK, 


BY 
_JOHN FRASER, 
AUTHOR OF 
«Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘Fair Fragoletta;” ‘Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life; ” 
** Legends of Lorne;” “ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc., etc., etc. 


CHAPTER XVII. 


Assured, yet not assured! Methinks she loves me. 
Did not she say so as her queenly head 

She hid upon this breast, and in low tones 

Confessed her innocent crime? And yet 

These things seem most suspicious, and that look 

I caught her pass with him was fraught with meaning. 
A plain man I, such doings please me not. 


— WEBSTER. 


EXT morning Archie rose to find himself 

a happy man, which was much better 

every way than to rise, like Byron, and 

find himself merely famous—a very different 
thing. In fact we question if, on that particu- 
lar day of which we are writing, there lived a 
happier man than Archie Gascoyne. We call 
him now by his right name, for he had con- 
fessed not only to the daughter, but, as in 
honor bound, to her parents. They, all doubt 
cleared, were more than satisfied, and it only 
remained now to get the consent of his father. 

The trouble was that Sir Alexander was in 
America; where, he did not know precisely, 
but somewhere in Nevada, looking after some 
silver mines. That, however, did not trouble 
him much. In his anxiety to make Maggie his 
own he was willing to make any sacrifice, and 
Sir Alexander was welcome, provided he gave 
his consent to his betrothal to Maggie, to dis- 
pose as he liked not only of the Farndon Farm, 
which he had specially coveted, but of every 
other acre of unentailed ground belonging to 
Archie. 

Captain Macleod, too, had turned up, and 
though his explanation of his sudden disap- 
pearance sounded decidedly weak, calling upa 
very perceptible sneer to the piquant face of 
Mlle. Thollier, his manner towards Archie, on 
being informed of the latter’s success, was so 
frank, and his gratulations so hearty, that our 
hero thought no more of the mystery, and 
vowed to himself that Macleod was a right 
good fellow. 

So it came about that Archie was in particu- 
larly good humor with himself and the world 
in general, and received Mlle. Thollier with 
unusual graciousness when that ingenuous 
young woman suddenly presented herself be- 
fore him as he sat in the library, writing a long 
letter to his father. 

‘“‘Ah, Mademoiselle! good morning. I hope 
you feel none the worse of your exertions yes- 
terday ?” 

** Merci, Monsieur Gascoyne,” replied the 
Governess. ‘I feel so mooch good I can not 
say how mooch. You see, I know all about it, 
Meestair Campbell,” and she gave an inde- 
scribably comical little laugh as she uttered the 
words. Archie smiled pleasantly as he invited 
her to sit down. 

‘I have just finished my writing; won’t you 
have a chair?” 

Merci,” replied his visitor as she took one, 
‘* it ees so mooch easier to offer one’s congrat- 
ulations when one is seated, and I now offer 
you mine. She eez such a fine lady—eez Mees 
Maggie.” ' 

‘““ We shall not quarrel as to that.” 





** No, but somebody else might.” 

“I don’t understand. What somebody else?” 

‘Oh, I do not know; only somebody.” 

“You speak in riddles, but I can’t under- 
stand any one not admiring Miss Macdonald.” 

An angry look flashed into her dark eyes, 
and a hard, cruel expression drew her thin lips 
together, but it passed in an instant, and it 
was with her usual smile and affected air of in- 
nocence that she responded: 

“Ah! then you loove Mees Maggie very 
mooch? How nice to be looved!” 

And she clasped her little hands together 
and looked up to the ceiling with an air that 
an angel might have envied. 

It was impossible not to admire her at the 
moment. The expression was so intensely rapt 
and angelic; the pose so artistic; the very ar- 
rangement of the simple but beautifully fitting 
dress so perfect; and there was sucha childlike, 
pleading look in the passionate black eyes, that 
a much less impressionable soul than Archie’s 
must have been touched by it. 

‘* How lovely she does look at times; Bob 
must be wrong,” he thought, but all he said 
was: 

“Yes, it zs nice to be loved, as, doubtless, 
Mademoiselle, you know by experience.” 

‘* By experience! Nevair—nevair!” with 
two quick shakes of the little head, and a pa- 
thetic intensity and melancholy of tone that 
touched the young fellow in spite of himself. 
““T hev looved—I hev; but I was not looved. 
Mon dieu, if he had but loove me—loove me as 
so many do Mees Maggie!” 

Instinctively Archie felt they were treading 
on dangerous ground, but no suspicion of the 
truth crossed his mind. He wanted to break 
off the interview there and then, but the girl’s 
emotion was so evidently sincere—she seemed 
indeed on the point of bursting into tears— 
that he merely said, half unconsciously, dream- 
ily: 

‘Yes many love Miss Maggie.” 

The words stung the already passion-strung 
woman into madness. 

“Yes,” she echoed quickly, all the softness 
vanishing from her face, the expression of 
which was contantly changing with kaleidesco- 
pic quickness, ‘‘ many do loove Mees Maggie; 
take care there are not too many.” 

Archie was so taken aback—more, much 
more by her looks and gestures, for she had 
risen and was almost shaking her closed hand 
in his face—that he remained speechless. 

‘* Yees, too many,” she repeated almost with 
a shriek; ‘‘and your good friend ’—this with 
bitterly sarcastic emphasis — “le Captaine 
among them. Look to zee vindow-blinds any 
night.” 

As we have said, Archie, was struck speech- 
less, and before he could recover himself Ma- 
demoiselle had passed out of sight. 

“Look to the window-blinds,” he muttered 
over and over again to himself; ‘the woman’s 
mad. Bob was right after all—it’s Zerbini. 


* * 
* 





The rest of the day passed pleasantly enough. 
Everybody except Maggie, who was strangely 
distrait—even when with Archie, as she 
often was—and evidently ‘‘ out of sorts ””—the 
convenient term applied both by women and 
men to the uncomfortable sensation that follows 
hard on the heels of a night’s dissipation. 

The Count was in the highest of spirits, and 
vastly delighted and astonished the younger 
members of the household by his astounding 
feats of legerdemain. 

The Doctor and Effie went botanizing after 
dinner, and months afterwards—years almost, 
we might have said—a withered little bunch of 
what might once have been forget-me-nots lay 
safely ensconced in the innermost recess of his 
escritoire. 

As for the Professor, he was engaged in pre- 
paring fresh lectures for the forthcoming ses- 
sion, and Alister, having “done”’ his prescribed 
amount of Euclid and Virgil, was off with his 
father to the hill to inspect the cattle. 

* * 
* 

You seem sad and ill, dearest — what is 
wrong?” urged Archie, as late in the gloaming 
the two walked up and down along the beach. 

‘“* There is nothing wrong,”’ was the response, 
a little petulantly given, “only I don’t feel 
well.” 

‘Then let’s have a sail. It will be moon- 
light to-night, and the air will be cooling and 
fresh.” 

“It is always sunlight with you;” she mur- 
mured, “ but I cannot go to-night.” 

“That is what you always say now. Why 
not to-night ?” 

“I cannot tell—I feel so ill—some other 
night.” 

‘Some other night,” thought the young man 
to himself, and with that there mingled another 
thought, a recollection—‘‘ Look to the window- 
blinds,” and as he thought a cloud spread over 
the sky and a cold wind suddenly blew out of 
the west. 

“Let us go in-doors, dear; it has become 
quite chilly, and you are not well.” 

“IT am always well with you,” she replied 
dreamily, ‘* but ”"— 

** But what ?” 

“* But—it is chilly,” was the laughing re- 
sponse, though the laugh was constrained and 
affected. ‘‘ Let us, as you say, go in-doors,” 

“I will, but ’’— 

“What! more buts! There should be nei- 
ther if’s nor but’s between” — 

“* Between what ?” 

“‘ Between lovers,” she murmured softly. 

‘* Just this little one,” he pleaded. 

“« Well—this—little—one,” she replied, “‘but 
what ?” 

‘ But first tell me if you really love me.” . 

“Love you! Why, sir, it is the privilege of 
womankind to be loved—not to love. Our life 
is not a perpetual leap-year.” 

“*T would it were,” sighed Archie. 

“* And why, sir?” 

** Because I’d always have you asking me to 
be your own.” 

The answer, though audible, can hardly be 
translated into words, and the two lovers passed 


into the hall. 
* + 


* 

That night Archie did not take his part in 
the four-handed game of billiards with which 
he, the Count, the Doctor and Macleod or 
Kenneth usually wound up the night. An in- 
definable something seemed to lay hold of him 
and drag him, as by unseen hands, towards the 
garden. 

The moon was hidden behind a deep, dark, 
dense bank of clouds. Away far below suffi- 
cient light remained to discover by its dull, lu- 
minous tremulousness the gentle heaving of the 
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ocean; ail around the hills towered massive and 
huge and black; and tree and bush and hill 
were lost in one deep opaque. 

What impelled him towards the garden at the 
back he could not tell, but looking out upon it 
was the window of her room; the room of the 
woman he loved best in all the world, And as 
he slowly puffed his cigar he looked up to it 
and thought, and his thoughts were all of her; 
and as he thought his cigar, burned slowly out 
and he seemed to fall into a dream. 

** Look at zee vindow-blinds!” 

The voice was startlingly distinct and clear; 
was it indeed a dream? 

He looked up, and lo! against the white 
window-blind of er room—her bed-room—he 
saw two shadows distinctly defined. The two 
looked as if embracing, and one was that of a 
man. 

With a smothered cry the young man hur- 
ried with great strides into the house, and then 
into the billiard-room. 

“Hullo, Archie!” cried Bob. ‘‘ Thought 
you had gone to bed. But what the devil’s 
up? You’re pale asa ghost.” 

But Archie merely caught him by the arm 
and whispered very quietly and low: 

‘* Where is Macleod ?” 

‘‘ The Captain? why, he went away shortly 
after you; home, I suppose. But won’t ye 
have a dhrop, me boy, jist before retoiring to 
your virtuous couch like?” 

‘“‘Hang your drop,” replied Archie as he 
hurried from the room. 

* * 
* 

One hour later that night the hall door was 
cautiously opened and a man let out by some 
one. That some one had on a white dressing- 
gown, and the other wore the ordinary High- 
land dress-plaid and kilt. From behind the 
holly-bush where he had taken his stand, Ar- 
chie saw both figures, and he thought he knew 


them. - 
(To be continued.) 














A FRATERNAL CONFESSION. 


Clad dinner suit of creamy duck 
And chipper as a daisy, 

He came up plate on yes tureen 
To spoon with sister Maysie. 


She from her boudoir castor eyes 
And saucer Hugh a waiting, 

And when he said, “‘ Dish she at home ?”’ 
Her heart went palpitating. 


Then he took cup his mournful lay— 
“If I’m not ever true, 

Then knife forsworn the love I pledge 
To always give to you!” 


She said ‘‘ You are too bowl, dear Hugh,” 
I heard her pitcher sigh— 

She ladle little hand in his— 
Just then I said good-bye. 
Eugene Field in St. Louis Times-Journat. 


Tue iron heel of Russian despotism has 
again descended in St. Petersburg. The au- 
thorities of that place are so strict in taxing 
peddlers that they demanded a license fee be- 
fore they would let Minnie Hauk in the city.— 
Utica Observer. 





ACCORDING to Mr. Corbin, Coney Island is 
not a Jew, but a Gent-isle.— Boston Post. 

THE “ Korrect Kibosh ” is the latest saying 
for the correct thing.—Buffalo Every Satur- 
day. 

Was any boy ever caught crawling under the 
canvas of a gospel-tent?—Wew Haven Reg- 
ister. : 
IF blood will tell, a musquito should be con- 
fessing nearly all the time. — Phila, Sunday 
Item. 

Ir is noticed that European royalty takes 
pains to keep on good terms with Dr. Carver. 
—Boston Post. 

“Tarry” may have been a Welshman, but 
Meriden, Conn., puts in a strong claim as his 
birthplace.—lV. Y. News. 

Wuart is to be done for a man who has no 
mind of his own ?—A/bany Argus. Put him on 
ajury.—V. Y. Comm, Adv. 

In a Bombay cotton factory a man receives 
but eight dollars per month. This is comic 
periodical rates.—V. Y. Star. 

Younc man, if every other means of mak- 
ing yourself conspicuous fails, eat peanuts in a 
railroad car.— Yonkers Gazette. 

WHEN Sara Bernhardt visits this country it 
will be an act of cruelty to ask about her mo- 
ther-in-law.— Phila. Kronikle- Herald, 


HEAVEN has been closed for a few weeks in 
order to be fixed up for Chastine Cox, who ex- 
pects to occupy the place.— Herald P. J. 

Wirtu its usual offensive egotism, the St. 
Louis Republican prints ‘‘ A Plea for Mules.” 
He that hath ears, etc.— Chicago Tribune. 

THE Sultan plays the banjo, which may 
account for the precautions against assassina- 
tion which he thinks necessary.— Boston Post. 


ALL the planets will be visible this month, 
and it is always the correct thing to teach your 
best girl astronomy while she is young. <i%s- 
met. Boston Globe. 

Vircinia, the mother of presidents, now 
numbers an eyeless pig among her children. 
Sow have the mighty fallen!— Boston Zran- 
script. 

A COUNTRYMAN tried to back against a de- 
cendant of Ham. He now says, ‘‘Off with his 
head; so much for bucking Ham.” — Whitehall 
Times. 

THE New York Hera/d discharged an editor, 
the other day, who failed to commence an edi- 
torial, ‘‘As the Hera/d predicted.” — Cincinnati 
Sat. Night. 

Mempuis has only twenty-four policemen. 
New York could spare a gross of detectives if 
the fever would only take them in hand.— 
N.Y. Express. 


CRINOLINE is again to be fashionable. Some- 
thing had to be done to keep the goats in 
healthful and fresh hoop-skirt fodder.—Mew 
Haven Register. 


SARAH BERNHARDT has strong points as an 
actress, but she can’t hope to make a success in 
this country unless she brings along a husband 
to be unhappy with.— Boston Post. 

‘THE small boy hurls defiance into the teeth 
of cholera morbus, and calmly munches his 
eleventh green apple; but the cholera morbus 
takes him all the same, just as if he were mild 
and gentle and prepared to go, like the boy in 
the Sunday-school books.— Rochester Express. 


It is rumored in official circles that Mrs. Pre- 
sident Hayes insists on the recall of Minister 
Welch because Mrs, W, has failed in wringing 
out of Queen Victoria her celebrated secret 
recipe for taking lemon stains out of black 
silk. She means to have a good lemon stain: 
diplomatist at the Court of St. James, or she’ll 
know the reason why.— San Francisco Post. 





ee 

Ir is urged by some that a cuss-word is not 
a convincing argument, but we claim that it is 
one from the fact that there’s no gain saying it, 
—Boston Post. 

A Nevapa bedbug bit a man on the lip, and 
both bug and man died from the effects of it, 
The doctors didn’t know which to post mortem 
on.—V. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 


THERE was one man who said “he was a 
biger man than old Grant,” but no man has 
ventured to say, avoirdupoisily, ‘I am a bigger 
man than David Davis.”—Modern Argo. 


SoLomon’s wisdom was never more apparent 
than when he warned parents not to lose sight 
of the rod. Misplaced switches have wrought 
great evil to the race in these latter days, — 
Fhila. Times. 

WE are glad to announce for the benefit of 
the Hebrews of this country that it is St. Peter 
and not the President of a Coney Island rail- 
road who guards the gate of heaven.— Phila, 
Krontkle-Herald. 

“No, sir,” said the gentleman from Pitts- 
burg, ‘‘I was not in the war, but my brother 
was, and he was wounded.” “Ah! indeed. 
Seriously wounded?” “ Yes, sir; he was shot 
in the horse.— Boston Courier. 

THE one unsatisfactory thing about Heaven 
to some women will be, when they get into 
their angel clothes they can’t jaw the dress- 
maker about the fit and say she kept all the 
scraps.— Steubenville Herald. 


WILHELM} is in the Catskills. He took his 
own violin with him, for fear the others would 
be worse. [You will have to dwell on violin 
untill you see it as ‘‘vile in,” and then you are 
all right.]— Evening Telegram. 


Since hurting himself by falling down-stairs, 
Neal Dow has dislocated his shoulder while at- 
tempting to board a train of cars. Tempe- 
rance men are continually tumbling about and 
getting hurt.—/V. O. Picayune. 


An old proverb in a new dress—Never look 
through a keyhole if you wish to preserve your 
eyesight.—The fellow on the other side of the 
door probably chews tobacco and is a good 
shot.— Hackensack Republican, 


WuartT a glorious country this is when you 
come to think it all over! Seventy-five cents 
pays for a card in a newspaper nominating your 
brother-in-law for the Presidency! What na- 
tion can match us ?—/rce Press. 


Now comes the time when the country ex- 
change fills itself with the premium list of the 


county fair, wherein we read whole columns of 


lines like this:—‘‘ Best dodo, $2; second best 
do do, $1.— Syracuse Morning Standard. 


Tuis is the time of the year at which the 
sylph-like school teacher goes off to a realm of 
perfume and flowers, and presents to her rural 
relatives the jackknives and other things taken 
froin her pupils during the year.—V. Y. Star. 


HE was a disgusted boy. He had exercised 
great caution and had finally succeeded in 
crawling, unobserved, under the canvas into 
the tent. And he found it was not a circus 
but a revival meeting in progress.— Boston Fost. 


It may not have occurred to certain people 
in this State that one mean landlord, setting a 
poor table, having poor beds, and looking upon 
guests as his victims, will kill a watering-place 
quicker than a cloud of buffalo gnats.— Free 
Press. 


THE base-ball fever is raging in Rhode Is- 
land. The only difficulty in playing the game 
there is that the.centre and right-fielders have 
to stand in Massachusetts and the left in Con- 
necticut, while the catcher is in constant dan- 
ger of backing off into the Atlantic Ocean.— 
Boston Comm. Bulletin. 
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THE sea-serpent has relieved a great deal of 
suspense by turning up in the Gulf of St. Law- 
rence. Here is a chance for Long Branch; if 
his snakeship can only be attracted thither, the 

purpose of the pier may be accomplished after 
Coney Island News. 


SincE the advent of green apples and skele- 
_ton peaches, the blithesome undertaker has 
lifted the mortgage on his house, given his 
hearse a fresh coat of varnish, and bought his 
wife and daughter new Dolly Varden dresses. 
—Chicago Com, Advertiser. 


THE rumor that Talmage, Beecher, Blaine 
and Ben Butler ave the husband of Sarah 
Bernhardt probably has no foundation in fact, 
though they do say Tilton is looking the thing 
up in Europe and has already secured thirteen 
tons of letters. God bless Theodore!—Oj/ 
City Derrick, 

A STILLWATER girl seeing Puck’s picture for 
the first time in the paper of that name, said: 
“Oh, I know him. He lives on Third Street, 
and goes in swimming among the rafts over on 
the Wisconsin side every Saturday.— S#//water 
(Minn.) Lumberman., 


Ir is easily explained why our new crop of 
poets don’t write as well as Longfellow, Holmes, 
Whittier and Emerson. They are afraid Wyatt 
Eaton will engrave their portraits for Scribner’s 
Magazine. It is very unright for a leading 
American mugazine to discourage poetic genius 
that way.—lVorristown Herald. 

THE heat in St. Louis is still so intense that 
the Post-Dispatch of that city, when clipping 
a dozen paragraphs from this column, hasn’t 
sufficient strength to affix credits to them. We 
shall hope for more creditable things from the 
P-D.when the temperature assumes its normal 
condition.—Vorristown Herald. 


GENERAL GRANT is a great man. He writes 
us that after a careful computation he has as- 
certained that the drinking places in New York, 
if set in one street, would extend seventeen 
miles, and those in London seventy-three miles. 
He facetiously adds a postcript saying he would 
like to enter a walking-match on that London 
street. He thinks he could make the seventy- 
three miles in seventy-three quarter minutes, 
and lap a little of the ardent at each place.— 
Oil City Derrick, 


LazILy swinging in the hammock, beneath 
the shade of the great elm tree, reading the 
hours away, isn’t she a picture of contentment? 
But it is safe to wager that she is mad, mad 
clean through, because her “‘ pa’ wouldn’t pay 
the bills for a Saratoga trip, but summered in 
the country, where all the music heard is the 
“‘So Boss” and “Haw Gees” of the overgrown 
farmer’s lad, and the cuisine consists of ‘‘biled 
dinners” and “‘picked up codfish,’ fresh from 
the vines— ew Haven Register. 


THE young woman who desires to have her- 
self published in the newspapers as “‘ fascinat- 
ing, beautiful and accomplished,” will please 
pack up her clothes in a dirty towel, crawl out 
of the back up-stairs window, some dark, rainy 
night, and elope with the man who curries her 
dad’s horses. It’s a big price to pay for com- 
pliments, but it will bring them just as certain 
as a dirty-rain water barrel will beget mosqui- 
toes in July.— Waterloo Observer. 

Two brothers named Wells, in Indiana, 
quarreled about a young lady who had encou- 
raged the visits of both, and one inserted a bul- 
let in the shoulder of the other. No amount 
of money could induce us to quote Pinafore— 
** Sorry her lot who loves two Wells’”—in this 
connection. We shall not do it.—Jorr. He- 
raid, Neither would it be right to quote: ‘She 
loved not wisely, but two Wellses.” It’s got to 
be either ungrammatical or un-punable.— ila. 
Bulletin. 








RULES FOR ARCHERY. 

Here and there an archer or an archeress ob- 
tains printed rules and instructions to guide the 
game, but the great majority string up the bow, 
hang up the target, and whang away without 
intelligence. The following rules will apply to 
all and in every locality: 

Don’t attempt to hold the bow in both hands 
when you shoot. 

If you shoot over the target, lower it. If you 
shoot under it, have it elevated. 

When you miss the target and plow a furrow 
along a boy’s scalp, tally two, one for the scalp 
and one for the boy. 

Either close both eyes or keep both open 
when you shoot. Some favor one method and 
some the other, but odds is the difference, as 
long as your father employs a glazier by the 
month. 

Don’t attempt a curve-shot. The arrow is as 
apt to come down on the baby’s head as else- 
where, 

Some girls squint up one eye and hang out 
their tongue when they pull a bow. This is not 
absolutely necessary to a line shot, though it 
does look romantic. 

There is no particular distance to be ob- 
served, but the nearer the target you stand, the 
more chance you have of hitting some one 
across the street in the eye. 

A centre shot is called a “duffer;” missing 
the target is called a ‘‘ lone hand;” hitting the 
horse-barn is termed a ‘“‘phoopee;” missing the 
barn and shooting your aunt’s spectacles off 
her nose is called “‘ Tom-tom,” shooting across 
a young man’s shoulder is known as “snuffles ;” 
sitting down and shooting backwards over your 
head is known as “ bluffing the game,” and 
holding a spy-glass up to get a line shot is called 
“‘mashing the mark.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Let it be remembered that the Hull mur- 
derer had a beautiful head. ‘The phrenologist 
himself hath said it. The bump man never 
makes a mistake. If he is led astray by the 
size of a bump, he squares himself by its quality. 
When he finds a fool with a head as big as 
Webster’s, he says it is not so level or fine.— 
NV. O. Picayune. 





Acrostic by the PoetLaureate. 


Cheerful tidings! Chills are banished! 
Hail elastic strength and youth! 
Into naught our woes are vanished, 
Noise abroad the glorious truth! 
Kindred ills that long did grieve us, 
All the frightful, ghastly train, 
Like a routed army leave us, 
Youth regenerate hoes again, 

Pain and grief no more afflict us, 
Troubles waver, disappear; 

Up the flag of Chinkalyptus! 

Sold by druggists far and near. 


Chinkalyptus is pit up in neat die-struck tin boxes containing 
#6 pills at 25 ceuts per box, or $2.75 for family package of One 
zen. Maucer & Perrig, Wholesale Agents, Sow ork, 





G. H. MUMM & CO.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


IMPORTATION IN 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 
Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 











ANGOSTURA BITTERS 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now me over 
the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, man by. Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & 
_t— U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 

. ¥. City. 





POND’S EXTRACT is the greatest known remedy for 
curing diseases of an inflammatory character and stopping hemor- 
rhages. No household should be without it. Happiness goes 
hand in hand with health, therefore this beneficent agent does 
much for the people in never failing to inspire the afflicted with 
cheerful confidence, Where it is used in a family it is appreciated, 
because it does so much for its comfort. It is truly an exalted 
physician which never fails. Beware of imitations. Get the 
genuine. Take no other. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweelen the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 


keep it. 





Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties inall cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
It is also most excellent for 
Comparatively the 





cordial i in itself if taken pure. 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 





SANDIVER, 


DIAMOND (==. 
6th Avenue Hotel. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 


(LATE GILMORE’S.) 


Great Success of this Splendid Summer Resort. 


FLOWERS AND FOUNTAINS, 


CHANGE OF PROGRAMME NIGHTLY. 
Sig. Liberati and the Grand Band. 


H. B,. DODWORTH............0 esecseeeee cere ever ce . Director 
POPULAR MUSIC NIGHTLY. 
ADMISSION 25 CENTS. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 








Publisher of ‘DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 





B77 7 hadress .0: VICKERY, Augusta, Maine. 





Sample copies free. 


in Advance, including Postage. 
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TWO NOSES FOR SALE, **: 


WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH WITS. PRI 
AMERICA 


15 CENT 





NEWS CO 


S, AT ALL NEWS STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 
MPANY, New York. 
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VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


OLD & RELIABLE rencnans FAIR Flake Cut. 
FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR 
TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. Lone Cur. 

“MILD ”’—Rare Old Virginia. ‘* HALVES ”’-—Rare Old 
Perique and Virginia. New Combinations of these Fragrant 
Tobaccos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. Six First 
Price Medals. Paris 1878. Peerless Tobacco Works. 

WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 
Rochester, N. Y. 


RUINART sotsvitsnea 17200 HAMPAGNES. 


recent ship of these Wines to be 











unequaled in quality, 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor, 
Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 


DODGE, CAMMEYER & CO. 
16 Cortlandt St., Sole Agents tor the United States, 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES. 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Ord 
executed for Mining Stocks 1n New York or San Francssce. be 


A. B. CHISOLM, Proprieter, 
61 BROADWAY. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


SES CANALST., NEW YORE, 


Badge or Sos Cages Seen 
e8 for Schoo! Soci 
also Class Rings. and Estimates 

















winders $10. r beter DS Be t free 
yon receipt of price, oe 
EstTas.isuzp 1838. 
CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
|, H. BRESLIN, CONEY ISLAND. 


Wath. SWEET. } Proprs. 


C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St, near Broadway, N. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P, M. 50 cents.—Table d’ 
6—8 Pp. m. $1.00, incl, bottle — . cians 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 

















IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave, 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK, 


THE CELEBRATED 
CERMAN 


STUDENT LAMP. 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE, 
CHINA, 











GLASS, 
CUTLERY, 
SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 & 17 COOPER INSTITUTE, N. Y. CITY. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


CSINGHAM, apy size....§¢§ OO 
QUANAGCO, patented.... 2 OO 
sil K; paragon frame ..... 260 
The Famed 








400 


aay Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
Price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 


re eae & 1188 BROADWAY, near aoth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 
ESTABLISHED A. D. (802. 











BROKHAHNE’S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 





Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 


This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated Speed and Dia- 
mond Sprer Razors, being Hamburg hollow 


ground. 
W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 


CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 











FORIGENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


NICOLL, the Tailor. 





Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 
OPEN FROM 6:80 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com. 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

HAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer. 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
to Jersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 

oint. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Wéehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

53D ST. AND 8TH AVE. soTHST. ANDoTHAV. 72D 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND oTH AV. 93D ST. AND 
9TH AV. to4TH ST. AND 9TH AV. FOR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and gth av. 
alternately. 

Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

FARE TEN CENTS, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M,, 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, | 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEACH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 








Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9-45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 3.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint to 10.35 P M. 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connecting with steamer 
“<]), R. Martin’ hourly, from 9.25 A.M, to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘“Thomas Collyer’ and ‘“Twilight’’ leave North River 
landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly to 8.25 P.M. 
Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 P.M. Pier 8, 9.55 A.M., 
and hourly to 6.55 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 
Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.25 P.M. 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW; commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, N. R., at 8:35, and 24th St. atg A.M. (B 
Annex boat from BROOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landing at NY- 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. ‘Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 








CMEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
53,072 Standard English Books 
roy OUR PRICE. 
75,276 Miscellaneous American Books. 
AT YOUR PRICE, 
112,726 Second Hand Books. 
AT ANY PRICE. 
Catalogue of General Literature free. 
LEGGAT BROTHERS, 3 Beckman St., near new Post Office. 











Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 


American Institute Fair, New York. 








PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between 1st & and Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only 
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LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 
This Institution was regularly incorporated by the islature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, FoR 
nn TERM OF -FIVE YEARS, TO WHICH CONTRACT THE IN- 
FAITH OF THE STATE IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
towhich it has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. 
fucn 20 0 R SCALES OR POSTPONES. 111th Monthly Grand 
 Pistribution, New Orleans, August 12th. 1857 prices, total, 
$110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
, $2) dollars; Sdves, one ($1) dollar. Apply to M. A. DAU- 
O, Box 692, New Orleans, La; or same at 319 Broaeway, 
om r York. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS 


ARE THE VERY BEST. 
ony from Wamsutta Muslin. Bosom three-ply linen. 





The 


Only plain seams to fi 
KERP’ ’S ee "SHIRTS, very best, to measure, six for $9. 

Fit guaranteed 

NIGHT SHIRTS, all styles, ue a $1 each. 

BOYS’ COMPLETE S IRTS, $1 each 

An elegant set of extra heavy Gold- -plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

EP’S UNDERWEAR. 
WHITE CASHMERE SHIRTS, soc. each; Summer Merino 
Shirts, whole or half sleeves; 60c. each; Scarlet gauze (anti- 
rheumatic), $1.25 each; Canton Flannel Shirt and Drawers, 75 c. 
each; Best Pepperell oon Drawers, ¥ 4 each, 
KEEP’S UMB LLAS. 
BEST GINGHAM, PATENT PROT ECTED RIBS, $1 each; 
r cent stronger than any other Umbrellas, Regina and Twilled 
Siks in all styles. Pan eg in Ladies’ Sun and Rain Umbrellas, 
P’S KID GLOVES, 
For Gents, the very hea, lain or embroidered, > a pair, 
HA NDKERCHIEFS, HOSIERY, TIE S, ke. 

All goods warranted. Samples and circulars ee ted free, We 
have removed our Sixth avenue store to No, 1299 BROADWAY, 
between 33d and 34th streets. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
STORES: 


637 Broadway L New Wick, 


1299 Broadway 


BARRETT 


The Great New York Tailor, 


SUCCESSOR TO ARNHEIM 


OF THE WELL-KNOWN STORE, 
202 BOWERY 


Is the CHEAPEST and MOST FASHIONABLE TAILOR in 
AMERICA, HE EMPLOYS FIRST-CLASS WORKMEN 
ONLY, and HAS the LARGEST ASSORTMENT of FOREIGN 
and DOMESTIC WOOLENS to CHOOSE FROM. QUALITY 
STYLE and PRICES UNEQUALLED. CALL AT 


202 BOWERY 


OBSERVE 


No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn. 





Nos, { 





TOP OF SICN. 


BRANCH STORE, No. 19 WALL STREET. 
DENTAL OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. Gth and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 Canat Street. 


SM LSireny 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 EB. 14th Street, near Sth Ave. 


Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled in a 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve lw for life with 
_ Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, -» $1.00 upwards. 

ecth cleaned i in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without og 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case, PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Tgetrn. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 











"eEP'S iovcsip eas —_— MADE SHIRTS, six for $6. | 





three hours, For st address with ny Sa 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 


CHAMPAGNE 


190 CEwaes 


WEST BRIGHTON BEACH. 


OPPOSITE THE 


New Iron Pier, 


f tco Rottles, $7.00. 
OUNT TO THE TRADE. 


» $7.00; Pints, in cases, $8.00; 
cases 0 


CONTINENTAL CHAMPAGNE. 
Cocktails, in 
A DISC 
ht gn, 


Quarts, in cases 


ON DRAUGHT 


PER GLASS, 
CONEY ISLAND. 


AND ADJOINING THB 


West Brighton Beach Hotel 


830 OT ‘Tre}IIC 
‘00'S JzenH 


810 OT ‘sseID 
"840 0S ‘JUIg 





308 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 


PUBLISHER OF 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


ENLARGING OF PHOTOGRAPHS, 


CRAYON WORK, 


Specialty: PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION, 


‘Agents wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. 


‘ANVWad NO GduariddAs aa NVO 
woatotLket». aio SeSaryToiwNw =aovce 
“HUTTIVACSMAN ANV HDAOCUHL GNV 
‘LAAMLS NABUVA SS ¥ 12 ‘AOLAAO « WOAd >, AHL LV FIVS AOA 
«MONd,, ONIMN4A YOA SUYAAOO LNALVd 


*“LAAALS NAWAVM 8B FP 1S ‘<cHONd +s AO AOIAAO + 8804ppy 


PORTRAIT PAINTING. 

















%CO. 


ANA: 


FPPICH 


ROYAL HAVA 


TICKET OFFICE. 102 


= 
lu 
© 
i @ 
NASSAU ST.NY 


AU 


Next Havana arrrae takes place August 12th, 
CA AL $200,990% 
821 pane pot to 0,000. 
Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. Quarters, $10. Fifths, $8. 
Tenths, $4. 'wentieths, $2. Fortieths, $1. 
Special yo to Clubs and Agents on 
UGUST 15, 


STATE LOTTERY, DRAWING 4 
Capital, $14,000. "Whole rn hn $1. 
Draws, August ie apheal, $30,000. 
ickets, $2. Halves, $1. 
ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 
a@ In writing orders or for information please state 


t hat you saw this in the English ‘‘Pucx 























RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole ” ents for 


Ayala-Chateau d’Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 


RAL MINERAL WATER. 
TAU S Nf x dusden m, Rhine Wines. 


L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 





Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs, ; 
etc., etc. 











PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshiibler, Homburg, Hun 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Pil na, Sc ce 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and ‘fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS, 

Bottler’s of Rincter’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 
Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines, 

TH, LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 

PH. SCHERER & CO., 
8 College Place, near Barclay St., N. Y. 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCEIMITT é¢ HOEEINE. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 


, N. 
We muarantes “ BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
rted Bier in all respects, and to Excel Domestic and 
estern Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the 
“* BEST SHIPPING BIER.’ 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN Bier. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 




















‘‘AN HOUR WITH THE AMERICAN HEBREW.” 


For Sale August Ist. 


my me NEWS COMPANY, Agents. 


be had of all Newsdealers. 





























et FOR 


Be 


MAVER, MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITHOG. 23-25 WARREN st. wy 


23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 


office oF “PUCK” 


4 
oe 
S 
va 
5 
fs 
Z 
= 
: 
rT 
U 
: 
. 





